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Author's Notes: 
This one ended up being much longer than | expected it to be, but there is plenty of smut to make up for it 
having a little bit of a plot. 


Esa wasn't sure what to expect when he pulled into Tomi's driveway that afternoon. He was happy to see 
that Tomi was busy at work, finishing packing the saddlebags on his bike. His younger friend waved energetically 
at him as he slowed to a stop. 

"Hey," Esa greeted, stepping off of his own bike and removing his helmet. "You ready?" 

"Just about," Tomi said. "| just need to run in the house and grab my water bottle. You got everything?" 


Esa nodded. "Sure do." 


Tomi finished zipping up the last of his camping supplies onto his motorcycle and paused to grin widely at 
his band mate. 


"Be right back!" 


Esa was worried about his friend. Tomi had gone through a divorce very recently and Esa felt the man 
was keeping in all of the stress and all of the emotions associated with such an event. He had sort of fallen 
out of touch with the rest of the guys, so Esa took it upon himself to check on him and try to drag him out 
of the house. 


Tomi was smart and Esa was sure the singer knew Esa's true intentions behind this camping trip. Esa and 
Tomi didn't hang together much outside of touring anymore; its not that Esa didn't love the man's company, 
or that they had grown apart over the years. It was simply that life had gotten in the way, and Esa just didn't 
get out to Lohja much anymore. His camping idea probably seemed out of the blue to Tomi, but his friend still 
happily accepted the invitation 


Under the guise of this camping trip, Esa planned to examine Tomi's mental health. He wanted to see how 
the man was coping, if he was truly okay as he was putting on. And if he wasn't okay, well.. Esa would cross 


that bridge if it came to it. 


Tomi reappeared with his water bottle and together, they straddled their bikes and took off, merging 
quickly onto ElB. They'd take the major route most of the way and then veer off onto more scenic roads to 
the archipelago once they passed Salo. 


Traffic wasn't too bad that day. It was mostly open roads for the two bikers. They cruised easily, enjoying 
the feeling of freedom beneath them. Esa scrutinized Tomi the entire ride, though there wasn't much he could 


make out while the man wore a helmet. His body language seemed relaxed - a good sign. 


Salo came and went, Esa merged off onto a smaller interstate and Tomi followed. They sped down the 


empty road, following the way to Turku. 


The sun was shining and the weather was mild. They drove down densely treed streets, with occasional 


breaks on the foliage teasing them with extraordinary lakes. They were getting closer. 


Soon, Esa began to see signs for the campground. He and Tomi eventually pulled into a parking lot close to 


the path they'd take and parked their motorcycles together. 


Tomi stood and stretched Esa found himself staring a bit too long at the bit of stomach that was revealed 
when Tomi's shirt lifted. He forced himself to look away and glanced at his phone. 


A text from Santeri was waiting for him. "Verdict?" it said. 
"Too early to tell," Esa typed back. 


"Coming during the week was a good idea," Tomi was saying. "No one else here. We can scope out the best 


spot" 


"My thoughts exactly," Esa agreed, and began to shoulder his camping gear. They were only staying for the 
evening, so he didn't pack much. The beer he packed weighed down his backpack enough as it was. Luckily the 
spot they planned to camp was only a few kilometers’ hike from the parking lot. 


After they had all of their things together, they wandered to the park entrance and Esa grabbed a map 
from the kiosk He opened it up, studied it for a minute, and they began their hike. 


It was a fairly easy hike; it was mostly flat land and weaving between the trees. Tomi was quiet for the 
first half of the trail, except for when he complained about the amount of gnats and mosquitoes. 


"Should've brought bug spray," he mourned. 


"Didn't think about it," Esa replied, swatting a gnat away from his ear. "But the campsite is in a small 


clearing, so hopefully there won't be as many bugs floating around." 
"Only bad thing about summer," Tomi said. 


They came into a smattering of empty cabins and paused to take a break. Esa approached the edge of the 
water and sat on the ground, pulling his bottle out to drink. 


Tomi did the same, and they sat there a while, gazing out at the calm sea 
"One day," Esa said, "we should get out here and cycle the entire archipelago." 
"I'd like that," Tomi replied. 


Esa glanced sideways at him, searching for something. Tomi noticed him looking and offered him a sad smile. 
There it was. 


"Sooner than later," Esa promised. 


"Okay," Tomi said, and looked back out at the water. A fishing boat floated by a distance away. The sun was 
getting lower in the sky. 


They got up and continued their journey. 

In about an hour, they arrived. Tomi scoped out the area, looking pleased 

"This is perfect," he said "This view is fantastic." 

Esa was inclined to agree. There was a fire pit set up already, they'd only need wood. There were a few 


picnic tables and a fishing dock jutting out into the water. The view would be perfect when the sun began to 
set. 


"Gonna start collecting wood," Esa decided, dropping his backpack on the ground. "If you'd like to start 
pitching the tent." 


"Sounds good," Tomi said, and began getting to work 

Esa made several trips back and forth to the campsite. First he collected large branches and logs, then 
went back for twigs and leaves for kindling. As he went back and forth, he noticed Tomi making little progress 
on the tent, taking multiple breaks to check his phone. He seemed to be texting furiously, his body language 
tense. Esa didn't say anything at first, figuring Tomi was messaging his ex-wife, but it was beginning to get 
late and the tent still wasn't up. He hated to interrupt, but this trip was meant to be a temporary escape 
from reality, and Tomi was getting sucked right back into the hurt and drama. He felt useless watching his 


friend becoming visibly more upset. 


Esa could sense Tomi's frustration, but when the man blew up completely and threw down the pieces of 


the tent he had been trying to assemble and began to swear, he intervened. 


"Tomi, Tomi, hey," he said in the most calming voice he could muster. He put his hands on Tomi's shoulders 


and rubbed them. "It's okay. We've done this hundreds of times. Just be patient. We'll get it.” 
"lts getting dark," Tomi said, his voice sounding strained. 


"Hey, this is supposed to be fun," Esa told him carefully, "not stressful. Lets just have a good time, okay? 
I've got the fire going now. I'll help you pitch the tent and then we'll sit and drink, yeah?" 


Tomi sagged under his hands and nodded. 


With Esa's help, they had the tent fully up in about twenty minutes. It was as Esa was rolling out Tomi's 


bedroll for him when he realized he'd forgotten to pack his own. 
He cursed loudly, causing Tomi to ask him what was the matter. 


"Forgot my fucking bedroll," Esa groaned, digging desperately through his backpack for something he could 


at least use as a blanket. 


Its fine," Tomi shrugged. "We'll spread out mine. It's not supposed to be all that cold this evening, so we 


should be ok." 
Esa sighed. "Well, at least | didn't forget the food. We have multiple options." 


"And the beer?" 


‘Limited options," Esa laughed. "Could only fit a couple six packs in my bike, but | did bring some whiskey as 


well." 
A few minutes later had them sitting around the campfire. Tomi tasked himself with cooking dinner, heating 
up some vegetables and rice over the fire. Esa watched as he pulled his phone out again, a frown forming on 


his face as he read his latest text message. 


"You can get service out here?" Esa asked, innocently trying to imply that the man ought to put his phone 
away. 


Tomi looked off into the woods. "Unfortunately." 

"Hey," Esa said, "do you wanna talk about it?" 

Tomi shrugged and set his phone down He stayed quiet 

"We don't have to," Esa clarified, "I just want you to know that lim here to listen if needed” 


The man nodded, his expression hard to read. Sometimes Tomi had a very intense thousand-yard-stare. 


Sometimes he looked like a kicked puppy. Sometimes his smile could light up an entire arena. Right now, he just 


looked defeated. 


Esa stood from his side of the campfire and extended the bottle of whiskey to his friend. Tomi wasn't 
much of a drinker, but Esa had a feeling his friend could use something right now. 


"Kppis" he said. 

"Kppis," Tomi echoed, and took the bottle. Esa watched with grave interest as Tomi's throat worked, pulling 
down several gulps of the alcohol. His eyes widened as a good amount of the amber liquid began to disappear 
and reached out to stop him. 


"Pace yourself, friend,’ Esa said, tipping the bottle away from Tomi's lips. 


There was the thousand-yard-stare. Esa shriveled a bit under the intensity of it, but remained resolute. 


He took the bottle back and had a swig of it himself before he sat back down. 


Tomi finished cooking, and together they ate dinner in mostly contented quiet, watching the sun go down 
over the water and listening as the crickets and frogs began to come to life. 


As they were clearing off their cookware, Tomi finally opened up a bit. 


"She is asking me for more money or else she won't let me see the kids," he said. 


Esa frowned, his heart hurting deeply for his friend. 
"She can't do that," he said. 


Tomi shook his head. "I don't have another damn penny to give her. She has everything except the house. 
She has everything 


Esa handed back the bottle of whiskey and Tomi took several swigs. 


"She hasn't let me see them in two weeks," Tomi said. "My daughter texts me every day to tell me she 


misses me. And | can't see her." 


‘lm sorry," Esa said, not knowing what he could say to comfort his friend. He supposed listening was all he 


could do. 
Tomi shrugged. "Maybe | deserve this." 


"What do you mean?" Esa asked, confused. What could Tomi have possibly done in his life to warrant his 
children being kept away from him? 


Tomi's eyes flicked up to Esa's for a moment, sadness swirling in the chocolate brown. Despite his 
expression, he looked remarkably handsome in the firelight. Esa shook those thoughts from his head; now 
wasn't the time. 


"| spent all these years away from my kids, touring the world in a metal band," he snorted. "I missed a lot 
of important moments in their lives." 


"That doesn't change that you've been a good father to them," Esa said. "You still make an effort, all the 
time, to be with them" 


Tomi turned the whiskey bottle around in his hands, contemplating. 


"Then why is this happening to me?" he asked feebly, more to himself. Esa desperately wanted to reach out 
and touch him. He moved closer to his friend and put an arm around his shoulder, watching as Tomi stared at 


the fire. 


‘Its gonna get better," Esa said, "| promise. It might get worse first, but eventually things will be okay 
again and you'll get your life back." 


Tomi was silent for a while. Esas ears tuned in to the crackling of the fire and the chirping of crickets. 
After what seemed like a long time, Tomi leaned against Esa, resting his head on his shoulder. Esa rubbed his 


arm and tilted his head against Tomi's. They sat together like that quietly. 


"Esa," Tomi said softly. 
"Hmm?" 
"l." Tomi paused. "Thanks." 


"You'd do the same for me," Esa said. "I know | can't fix this for you, but | can at least try to be present 
and-" 


He didn't get to finish that thought because Tomi kissed him. 
Tomi was kissing him. 


Esa tried to wrap his brain around this, tried to figure out how to react, but it caught him incredibly off 
guard. 


Tomits hands were in his hair and he was opening his mouth, attempting to deepen the kiss, so Esa allowed 
it. A whiskey-flavored tongue entered through his lips and the guitarists tongue joined in to play. Esa let all 
this happen, because he was buzzed from the whiskey, and because he'd always secretly been a little 


attracted to his friend. 

He knew that realistically this was probably a bad idea. Tomi was in a vulnerable emotional state. Getting 
entangled with him in a physical way could make things much worse. It could make things complicated. It could 
end up adding to Tomi's already heaping pile of emotional pain 

Yet his body reacted, and he pulled Tomi closer. 


This caused Tomi to emit a quiet noise that was unmistakably a moan. Esa was done for. 


Please," Tomi said, barely a whisper, against Esa's mouth. "Please distract me from all of this. | need to be 


touched, so bad." 

"I know," Esa replied, combing his fingers through Tomi's dark hair. "I've got you." 

Gently and firmly, Esa pushed Tomi onto his back in the grass and laid on top of him. They kissed the whole 
time, Esa becoming addicted to the taste of Tomi's lips. Tomi grasped at him desperately, clung to him, pulled 
him so tightly close. Esa gave all he had in him to his friend, wanting to show him that he was there, that he 


wasn't going to leave. He wasn't going to abandon him like his wife had. 


They kissed for what felt like hours but was probably only minutes. In his alcohol-fueled daze, Esa fumbled 
with Tomi's clothing, wanting it gone but not sure how to get to that point. 


"Please," Tomi begged again, a whimper. 


"What do you want?" Esa asked him. 
"Anything," Tomi said, hands running down Esa's back. "You. However you want me." 


| want you every way," Esa admitted, and blushed. He hadn't meant to say that, but the whiskey made it 


easy to spill such secrets. 


"Really?" Tomi asked, and looked up at him with sad brown eyes. Esa watched the fire flicker in Tomi's 


shining gaze and nodded. 
"Have for a while." He didn't mean to say that either. He laughed awkwardly. 
Esa..." Tomi started. 


"Hmm?" 


Tomi pulled his head back down and crushed their lips together, rolling his hips upward. Esa could feel that 


he was erect, and that realization made his head spin. Was this really going to happen? 


He'd certainly thought Tomi was attractive from the day the man auditioned for Amorphis. But those were 
just thoughts. Tomi was objectively a good looking man, with strong cheekbones, intense eyes, and a tattooed, 
muscled body. Yes, Tomi was hot, and Esa had eyes. And sure, Esa had fleeting thoughts over the years of 
doing naughty things with Tomi. But again - those were just thoughts. 


Having sex with him wasn't as straightforward. What would they do? Would Esa fuck him? Would they just 
jerk each other off? Esa knew what he wanted to do. But he didn't know what Tomi's limits were. Did he even 


want sex? 


The more Tomi thrust against him, the more Esa knew there was no stopping this. The rational part of 
Esa's head knew he should keep it from progressing, that he shouldn't take advantage of Tomi when he was like 
this. But the irrational side of him was achingly horny and didn't give a shit about what would happen 
tomorrow. He was here now, and Tomi was hot, ready, and willing. 

"Tomi, we shouldn't --" he tried feebly. 

"Please," Tomi repeated. 


Esa moved his lips to Tomi's neck and began to lick and nibble. Tomi squirmed beneath him, sighing happily. 


"You really want me?" Esa asked, breathing heavily against the singer's ear. 


"Yes." Tomi raked up the back of Esa's shirt and dragged his nails over his skin. Esa's body ignited like the 
bonfire beside them. Esa pushed his hips down roughly and Tomi gasped. The guitarist grabbed Tomi's arms 
and pinned them down above his head into the dewy grass. Tomi swore. Bucked his hips. 


"Then you'll have me," Esa said, kissing Tomi roughly on the lips before sitting up and pulling off his shirt. 
Tomi leaned up and copied him, then began unbuckling his jeans. Esa looked, drinking in the site, watching as the 
orange light from the bonfire danced across Tomi's bared skin. Esa dipped down, pausing Tomi's efforts to get 
undressed, in order to place his lips on the swan tattooed upon his chest. Tomi fell back down onto his back and 
greedily ran his fingertips up and down Esa's naked sides. He hummed happily as Esa's mouth traced along the 
tattoo and settled on a nipple. 


Esa pushed a hand between them and found the bulge in Tomi's jeans. He worked it with his hand for a 
moment before digging around for the zipper. When he had that undone, he slid his hand into Tomits boxer 
briefs and grasped his hard cock 


"Yes," Tomi hissed, arching into the touch. Esa hadn't ever played with a cock other than his own, so he 
fumbled for a bit before finding a rhythm. Tomi seemed to enjoy this rhythm and he melted into the grass 


beneath him, whimpering little words of appreciation. 

Esa watched as Tomi's eyes fell shut and his brows raised. Tomi's fingers dug into his sides. He liked this. 
He wanted more. He wanted to feel what it was like to move inside of the man beneath him. He wanted to see 
the way Tomi reacted to being filled with his thick cock. He wanted to fuck away all of the sadness and 
insecurities Tomi had been left with, til all that remained was primordial. 

He yanked down Tomi's jeans and underwear until they got caught at the man's boots. He unlaced and 
removed the boots, tossing them aside with his pants. He paused, admiring the site before him. Tomi waited 
there for him, open and willing, ready for Esa's next move. Esa pulled down and kicked off his own pants and 
shoes before assuming his place between Tomi's thighs. 

"Is this okay? Can | fuck you?" Esa asked, stroking his own cock 


Tomi nodded, and Esa cupped his cheek, leaning in to kiss him sweetly. 


Esa sat up and sucked on his index and middle finger, lubricating them with spit. With his other hand, he 
pushed Tomi's thighs wider. And slowly, he pushed his fingers inside the tight ring of Tomi's ass. 


Tomi made an unpleasant noise and grasped around for the discarded whiskey bottle. He drew it to his lips 


and drank some more before dropping it back down. 
| won't hurt you," Esa promised. 


"Want you to," Tomi muttered. 


"Hmm?" 

| want you to hurt me," Tomi repeated, pressing down against Esa's fingers. "| want it to hurt" 

Tomi's method of disguising his emotional pain with physical pain didn't surprise Esa much, but he wasn't 
sure he liked where this was going. He understood Tomi was using him just as much as he was using Tomi, but 
Esa wanted to distract Tomi with pleasure, not pain. 

‘Only a little hurt," Esa told him. Compromise. 


Tomi seemed okay with that. 


He also seemed okay when Esa slowly pushed his cock inside of him. His fingers scrabbled along Esa's 


sweat-moistened back and he shivered at the new sensation. 


Once Tomi relaxed a bit, Esa laid on top of him fully, wanting every inch of skin to be connected. He buried 
his face in Tomi's neck and began to move. Tomi's noises of discomfort soon turned into happy sighs. Esa 


grabbed his wrists and again pinned his arms above Tomi's head, holding him down while they fucked. 


Tomi was incredibly, deliciously tight. Esa was certain his friend had never done anything like this before, 
and with that in mind, the singer had adapted impressively quickly. 


"Harder," he requested. Esa delivered. Their bodies grew sweatier and their movements became more fluid 


as they slid against one another. 


It all felt too good for this to last forever. That familiar feeling began to rise within Esa's entire body. It 


began to vibrate in him. He began to crumble. 


‘lm going to cum," Esa warned. Tomi broke free of his grasp and grabbed him by the hips, holding him 
tightly. Esa fell apart and, unable to pull out, expelled every drop of cum inside of his new lover. 


They laid there for a while, Esa's cock twitching as he came down from his high. He tried to sit up, but 
Tomi tightened his hold on him. 


"Stay," Tomi said into Esa's hair. Esa relaxed on top of him and held him. 


Esa began to drift off, face tucked into Tomi's neck, listening to the other man's steady breathing, the 
chirping of the crickets, and the crackling of the fire. He was aware, still, of the weight of his body, and he 


didn't want to crush his friend. He also was aware of Tomi's hard cock still pushing against his stomach. 


Unable to resist, he kissed Tomi again. Tomi moaned into his lips and thrust up. His cock leaked precum, 
slicking his and Esa's already sweaty stomachs. Esa squeezed his hand between them and grasped Tomi's cock 
and began to jerk it. He kept his lips on Tomi's the whole time, tuning in to the way the other man's body 


reacted. Tomi's breathing became shaky and he kneaded Esa's sides with his hands. The muscles in his thighs 


clenched and relaxed. 
"Don't stop," Tomi pleaded. 


"That's right, cum for me," Esa said, kissing him hard. Tomi moaned into his mouth and his body shook as 
he came. When he felt Tomi's body go slack beneath him, Esa sat up. 


"Let's clean up, yeah?" 

Tomi nodded, face flushed. Esa helped him to his feet, and they stumbled the few meters to the shore. The 
waters were blacker than the sky by now, and cold They washed up quickly, not wanting to stay in the 
freezing water for long, and then went back to dry off by the fire and get dressed. 


They drank a little more, finishing off the whiskey and letting it warm their bones. Then, they put out the 
fire and retired into the tent. 


As they laid down on the spread out bedroll, Esa put his arms around Tomi and pulled him close. Tomi 
kissed him and tucked his face under the guitarist's chin. 


‘I've got you," Esa said, and kissed his forehead. 

Esa woke the next morning shivering. The air was damp and the man he had fallen asleep next to was 
absent. He tilted his head and saw the zip to the tent had been opened. He forced himself into a sitting position 
and then crawled out of the tent. His bones ached. He was getting too old for this. 

He saw Tomi returning from the trees and stood to meet him. 

"Had to piss," Tomi explained, allowing himself to be enveloped in a tight hug. 

"s fucking cold," Esa said. "Warm me up." 

Tomi gave him a look. Then he grabbed Esa's hand and led him back into the tent. 

"Maybe we should've taken another day," Tomi said as they shouldered their bags later that morning after 
having cleaned up their campsite. "I'm not sure I'm ready to return to the real world." 

Esa cupped Tomi's chin, forcing him to look up at him. 


lll be here for you every step of the way," he said. "Even if not in the same capacity as last night. 
Helsinki isn't that far. I'll make the drive if you need me." 


Something was swimming in Tomi's eyes, but he looked away and nodded. 


"Thanks, Esa" 


When they reached their motorcycles in the parking lot a few hours later, Tomi reached out for Esa and 
pulled him in for a kiss. 


‘lm sorry ~- l'm just.. l'm not ready for this to end yet," he laughed awkwardly as Esa looked down at him, 
growing more concerned. Esa had no problem continuing to be physical with his friend. But this was what he 
had been worried about - that Tomi would want more than he was able to offer. 

Esa knew Tomi was hurting and he knew that he had given Tomi an avenue with which to escape his pain. 
He had to accept his new place in Tomi's life now, and in the future, when things got easier with the divorce, 
Esa was sure they would work something out. 

"Nothing's ending," Esa assured him. He checked his phone to see a new message from Santeri. 

Sande: So???? 

Esa: He's doing better than | expected, but a new development occurred. 


Sande: New development? 
Esa: I'll call you when I'm back in Helsinki. 


The skies were overcast on the ride back to Lohja. When they made it back to Tomi's house, it began to 
sprinkle. 


Tomi stood, staring at the front door, helmet tucked under his arm and backpack dropped on the ground 


next to him. 
"You can do it," Esa said. 
‘lm going to go in and it's still going to be empty," Tomi said. 
"And that's okay. It's a new start,” Esa told him. 
Tomi looked at him for a while, contemplating. Esa tried to smile reassuringly. 
"Will - will you come in with me?" 


"Tomi ---" 


"Sorry. Bad idea," Tomi interrupted, realizing himself and waving his hand. "Have a safe drive back to Helsinki 
Hopefully the rain holds off" 


Esa grimaced as more raindrops began to hit his head. 


"You know what - let me at least wait it out here for a little," he said "I think it's only supposed to rain 
through the afternoon" 


"lll make us something to eat," Tomi said, perking up a little. 
Tomi made them some lunch while Esa took a shower. They ate in the living room in front of the TV, 
watching re-runs of old sitcoms. The rain outside did not let up. 


Tomi cuddled into Esa's side after they finished eating, so Esa kissed the top of his head. They fell asleep a 


tangle of limbs on the couch. 
When they woke a couple hours later, they kissed lazily. 
“Still raining," Esa noticed. 
"You should fuck me again," Tomi said. 
"Okay." 


Tomi led Esa to the bedroom. 


It rained for the next three days, so Esa stayed. 


